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The City of Yoga 


Done! Yes, it's done and I did it. Here I am sitting in my 
garden, happy with a homemade cup of tea, always the best. 
For a moment, I remember - same place, same time just 
a year back. What a miserable chap I had been, wretched, 
exhausted and angry at myself, the world and the trains of 
Bihar state. 

Then, we had the super-duper hype about the first 
International Day of Yoga. As a journalist I was expected 
to write something about something to do with yoga. Yoga 
schools and centres sent invitations, and my colleagues 
rushed to get their story. Admittedly, I was not too eager. 
I am a touch overweight and yoga sounds like hard work. 
Anyway, the day arrived or rather the day before Y-day, 
and as we were just about to leave the office, the boss came 
storming in, shouting, "Munger! al D 
No one has been to Munger. Are ao” ay 
you all crazy? You forgot Munger!” 

“No invitation, Sir,” someone 
replied. 

"Is that how you people work? 
On invitation only?” He had a 
point there. “Ravi, you go there, 
right now.” 

Ravi, that’s me. “Sir, what’s in 
Munger?” 


21 June 2015 
Yoga for Harmony & Peace 


"Bihar School of Yoga! You . . . you! The best, the 
greatest, the oldest, most famous, the most this, the most 
that. Just go and find out what they are doing tomorrow." 

Interest minus zero, enthusiasm zero, yet I arrived at the 
station and left way past midnight. At every station there 
was some reason for some delay and instead of five in the 
morning, we got in by eight. I took a rickshaw to the Bihar 
School of Yoga, and arrived - too late. Gates were closed, 
the show was over! I took the next train back to Patna, had 
a cup of tea in my garden and .. . as I mentioned that was 
last year. 

This year I was ready as ready can be. I told my boss I'd 
be gone for a few days to Munger. He was kind enough not 
to say anything, yet his look spoke volumes. 


Day One 

After a good night's sleep in a small hotel, I was ready to 
explore the town. I climbed into a rickshaw and asked to be 
taken to the Polo Ground. This time I had done my googling 
homework. I knew about the big empty space in the Munger 
Fort where events of all sorts are being held. No doubt that 


would be the hot spot. As we entered the Fort, lines of red- 
clad children, lines of youngsters in black track suits and lots 
of ladies, let's say between twenty and sixty plus, passed us 
on their way back into the hub of Munger town. They were 
excited, chatting, laughing and all holding onto a rolled- 
up something. I asked the rickshaw wallah, "Who are these 
people?" 

“Training,” came the instant reply in impeccable and 
unexpected English. 

“What?” I insisted. 

“Training! Yoga training! My girl also.” And sure enough, 
there it was towering six storeys high, mysterious white 
geometry: Ganga Darshan home of the Bihar School of 
Yoga. I remember how last year I had caught a glimpse of 
the building through the closed gates... 

“Polo Ground,” announced my driver and guide. Indeed 
a wide, multi-purpose space lay spread out among old 
majestic trees. It was getting hot, Bihar in June. Seated in the 
rickshaw I was trying to do my maths. How many rows, how 
many lines of neatly organized yoga mats could fit? 7,000 or 
8,000? I recalled pictures from last year’s event in New Delhi 


with endless, tidy rows of yoga mats and people on top doing 
their yoga. 

‘Thats the place to be,’ I said to myself picturing the 
empty space filled with students and teachers from the Bihar 
School of Yoga and maybe some local citizens. Pleased for 
having done my journalistic investigation, I asked to return 
to the hotel. On the way I wondered why out of 365 possible 
Indian days in the year, one of the hottest was chosen to do 
yoga. I couldn’t come up with an answer. 

Back in the hotel, the lobby was buzzing with a dozen 
red-clad children of all sizes. The manager told me proudly, 
“They've finished their three-day training today. Each one has 
been allocated . . . it’s going to be splendid. We are cleaning 
the rooftop and preparing the dining hall. Maybe we can fit 
20 outside and 25 inside, let’s see.” He was as excited as the 
children. “Why don’t you come to the ashram tomorrow for 
satsang? It would be a shame to miss as you're in town.” I 
nodded politely, took my cold drink and went to my room. 

When I ventured out after a few hours of lazy dozing, 
to have something to eat, the dining hall was stripped of 
its tables and chairs and the floor was glowing. "Sorry," the 
manager called from the kitchen, "we'll serve you lunch in the 
lobby.” He came along as well and as I was busy eating, he felt 
obliged to talk. “My daughter will give the class on the roof 
terrace and my wife in the dining hall. They are both trained 
now. My wife is part of the local Ramayana Mandali, and 
every Saturday they chant at Ganga Darshan. That’s where 
she is now. My girl is a Bal Yoga Mitra Mandal member and 
she loves it. And my son, Anupam is in the Yuva Yoga Mitra 
Mandal. He is out of town at the moment, but he'll be back to 
help his friends out on that day. Satsang is at seven tomorrow 
morning, if you like we can go together to the ashram.” 

It was a lot of information, even for a journalist. I knew 
I wouldn’t get away with a polite nod, so I said, “You know, 
journalists are not the most popular people on this planet. I 
haven’t been invited and may not be too welcome two days 
before their grand day.” 


"Vidya," the manager called his daughter, "go get the big 
Convention book from the study. We'll show Mr Ravi. . . You 
know, Yoga Sagar is the book on the Convention of 2013. It 
was the most fabulous event Munger had ever witnessed. And 
on the last day, Swamiji thanked everybody for their help and 
support. But the most heartfelt thanks went to you people, 
the media guys." He had flicked through the fat volume 
trying to find the page with the thank-yous. "Here it is, just 
read and you will understand the true depth of Swamiji." My 
eyes followed his thumb and then started reading: 


| have kept a special ‘thank you’ for my group of friends from 
the media, newspapers and television. They are the people 
for whom very few people have respect, yet they are the 
ones who bring you the message by facing so many difficult 
challenges. If you want to know the hardship of a reporter, 
then become one. It is through their grit and determination 
that they bring you the information that you require. They are 
the carriers of information and they are the original computers. 


In more than thirty years as a journalist I have never 
been called a ‘friend’ or an ‘original computer’. My eyes 
were moist, my hands shaking and something was strange 
in my throat. I cleared what had to be cleared and then 
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asked to take the book to my 
room. “Of course, and enjoy 
it. It is so amazing, even 
streamlined.” 

“Live-streamed,” Vidya 
corrected her father. “Mr 
Ravi, you should read the 
Satyam ‘Tales; they are 
the best and we have all 
of them.” Off she went to 
return with a stack of small 
booklets which I placed on 
the fat Convention volume. I 
thanked father and daughter 
for their kindness and took my leave. “See you at six o’clock 
then,” was the last I heard. 

Not much sleep that night as I turned page after page, 
reading and being infected by the contagious joy that 
radiated from all the superb photos accompanying the 
text. I had pictured rallies, parades and a bit of cricket on 
the Polo Ground earlier this morning, but this unearthly 
triple-dome construction that was the venue of the Yoga 
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Convention was something 
truly beyond imagination, 
at least mine. When 
overwhelmed by the depth 
of insight and the height 
of yogic understanding, I 
relaxed with a Tale. Witty 
and clever, they told the 
story of the Bihar School of 
Yoga, its three masters and 
their teaching. There was 
meaning, a message and a 
lot of fun. 


Day Two 

I woke up to the sound of: *. . . inhale one, exhale one to 
the right, inhale one centre, exhale one to the left, inhale 
one centre — that is one round. So we continue: inhale two, 
exhale two to the right . . .” I was not sure if I was dreaming, 
if one of the characters from the Tales had come alive in my 
room. Was it the elephant or the dolphin talking, or one 
of the gods? “. . . inhale two centre, exhale two to the left, 


inhale two centre . . ." I was wide wake now in my hotel room 
listening to the sweet voice of Vidya. 

Six o'clock sharp I went down to the lobby and as I 
passed the dining hall a more than strange sight met my 
eyes: Vidya, wearing the inevitable red tracksuit, was sitting 
on a small table and in front of her lying blissfully on the 
sparkling floor was the entire hotel staff: cleaners, cooks, 
servants, maids, night guard. A proud father was watching 
from the door whispering, "She's practising." 

"You mean, she, she is actually, I mean she is the one who 
is teaching? Teaching yoga?" 

"Sure." The kitchen staff being totally engrossed and 
absorbed in doing yoga, I did not dare enquire about a cup 
of tea and so I set off for satsang without. 

At Ganga Darshan, out in the courtyard, more red-clad 
children had started with a kirtan sitting next to Swami 
Niranjan. Simple, smiling and singing along with the 
children and around one hundred residents and guests, he 
was aware of everyone and everything. Once the kirtan had 
come to a joyful end, he asked some of the swamis, "Are you 
ready for Tuesday?” They reported on their activities and 
preparations. Then in a more serious tone, he continued, "In 
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our asana practice we cover 
the major movements of the 
body. These practices have 
far-reaching consequences in 
the three levels of annamaya, 
pranamaya and manomaya 
koshas..." 

As Swamiji developed 
the koshas, I was distracted 
and attracted to something 
else. Wow! So this is it, the 
diamond and lotus, what 
heavenly splendour! I had 
seen pictures in one of the 
Satyam Tales (see Satyam Tale 18, My Friend Namrata — Ed), 
but did not really know what to make of it, for as a journalist 
I don’t usually take much notice of grass talking to trees. I 
returned my attention back to Swamiji, “This year we are 
introducing one yama and niyama. The yama is happiness, 
manahprasad. It will raise you from the binding, limiting 
and confining self-awareness of your need and give you 
an understanding, sympathy and consideration of the 
limitations that other people face. Annamaya happiness is 
smiling, pranamaya happiness is hope and optimism and 
manomaya happiness is fulfilment and satisfaction. 

The niyama for this year is namaskara, greeting another 
person with feeling. That simple act shows that you are 
accepting, befriending and supporting the other person. 
Namaskara is a method to connect with humility, to throw 
a lifeline to a person and connect. This connection in 
spiritual terms is known as vibhu, being interconnected. 
Interconnection is the experience of spirituality. If this was not 
the case then Swami Satyananda would not speak of atmabhav, 
Tulsidas would not say, ‘Siya Rama maya sab Jag jani’, and Adi 
Shankaracharya would not say, ‘Everything is Brahma’.” 

In the pin-drop silence of the courtyard, this was more 
than satsang, this was ushering in a new era of yoga, 
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spirituality and human life. There was more to come as 
Swamiji continued, “You have taken birth to connect with 
harmony by changing yourself, by disconnecting with 
ego when not necessary, and connecting with something 
for satisfaction and fulfilment in life. I am explaining the 
thought behind the practices for the International Day of 
Yoga. They represent a progression in yoga. Last year we did 
asana, pranayama and a little bit of dhyana, nothing more 
than that. This year we are including two more items: the 
yama of happiness and the niyama of namaskara, so that 
yoga does not remain a practice but becomes part of your 
behaviour too. If it becomes part of behaviour it will be part 
of your lifestyle expression as well. Yoga is meant for you to 
live it, not to leave it." 

I was overwhelmed. I don't know if my head was a 
raging hurricane with a million thoughts or was the still, 
motionless eye of the storm. In any case, I did not follow 
the many interesting questions which Swamiji answered 
with his personal insight, with clarity and humour. Only 
when I heard my own question put forward by one of the 
guests, I was all ears again. Swamiji, with a twinkle in his 
eyes spoke, "I don't know why the government or the 
United Nations have chosen this day. You have to ask them. 
There is however a yogic 
view. Twice a year, we see the 
greatest imbalance between 
day and night, the summer 
and winter solstice. In the 
summer, on this 21 June, in 
the northern hemisphere 
i people have daylight way 
into the night, and in the 
M winter on 22 December, 
; they may have only a few 
hours of daylight and long, 
long nights. In the southern 
hemisphere of the globe it is 
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the other way around. So to make one of these days the Day 
of Yoga is actually quite appropriate, for yoga means balance 
and harmony. So when nature expresses its imbalance, yoga 
is practised to re-establish balance within and around. Hari 
Om Tat Sat. Shanti Path.” 

The children chanted Shanti Path, the hotel manager 
nudged me with his elbow, we did pranam to Swamiji who, I 
am sure, gave me a special sweet smile, and then we moved 
towards the gate where I picked up some of the ashram 
pamphlets. My host was chatting with his friends and I was 
happy to be with my thoughts, impressions and feelings. 
What a morning, a life-changing morning, so much I knew. 
There would be a ‘before’ and ‘after’. 

And oh! I must mention some of the fellow journalists 
and press photographers I bumped into while leaving the 
ashram. There was Mr Kumar Krishnan, an independent 
journalist, Mr Rana Gaurishankar of Prabhat Khabar, Mr 
Subodh Sagar of Hindustan, Mr Prashant Kumar of Dainik 
Jagran, Mr Krishna Prasad of The Telegraph and a few 
others. Most of them would be covering the main program 
that BSY would be conducting at Paduka Darshan and they 
generously offered to share coverage of that event if I wasn’t 
able to attend. The yogic spirit must have rubbed off on 
them as well, otherwise who would be so open and helpful 
in a competitive, cut-throat profession such as ours! 


Day Three 


The next day I woke up again to the soft, “. . . inhale two 
centre, exhale two to the left, inhale two centre . . .” only this 
morning it sounded like stereo and I came to the conclusion 
that the lady of the house must also be practising, maybe on 
the roof terrace. I waited for the classes to be over before 
going down for a cup of tea. Then I went for a walk through 
the streets and markets. Listening to the dogs fighting, to 
the rickshaws and cars honking, to people shouting and 
laughing, I could only recognize the familiar sounds of an 
Indian small town. Munger is a town like thousands all over 
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the country, yet it is unlike any other. It is the only ‘City of 
Yoga’, officially named so by the former President of India, 
Dr A.PJ. Abdul Kalam. This morning, the town was getting 
ready to do justice to and honour its name. 

The whole town was up and about to clean houses inside 
and outside, rooftops, courtyards, lanes, public squares and 
gardens, halls and schools. People were busy cleaning as if 
the gods were to visit their humble homes. I watched the 
collective whirlwind sweep through the town preparing for 
Y-Day. My mathematical calculations for the Polo Ground 
were forgotten, as Swamiji had a much larger picture in 
mind than to cover a piece of empty space with yoga mats. 
He invited and guided the whole community to make yoga 
their lifestyle, and he gave the practical program for it. That 
surely is unique and ground-breaking, not only for the world 
of yoga but for the world at large. 

On my way back, I met the rickshaw wallah who had 
taken me to the Polo Ground. I asked him if he would 
take me the next day around the town, for two hours so I 
could see various places and venues. "No. Transport Duty," 
came the reply, followed by, "and Venue Duty." Money was 
certainly not an argument where duty was concerned. I did 


12 


not insist. It was going to be a big day for him and his family, 
and nothing could take that away from him. 


The Day 


Finally Tuesday morning arrived. From the rooftop I 
watched a stream of children and youngsters move towards 
Ganga Darshan, on foot, bicycles and rickshaws in the early 
morning twilight. Before 6 am they had returned to town, 
each one accompanied by an adult, the host of the yoga class. 
The little children confident, keen and excited followed their 
host, ready to deliver the International Day of Yoga program 
as conceived by Swamiji. 

The town was wide awake. One by one these youngsters 
disappeared into a doorway, down an alley, into a school or 
hall or park. They were everywhere. Where had I landed? Or 
was I dreaming? What is this all about? I felt lost somehow, 
when suddenly the sweet voice of Vidya called out, "Uncle 
ji, are you going to join my class?" I turned around, and 
there perched on a table in her beloved red track suit, sat 
Vidya ready for her class. The first students had arrived: 
neighbours, three of her classmates and her grandparents. 
They had quietly come up to the rooftop, spread their 
blankets and were practising a pranayama while waiting. 


With a polite ‘No’ to Vidya, I rushed down against the 
current of more students, waved good-bye to the lady of the 
house who was organizing her students in the dining hall in 
tidy rows. Outside the hotel I swung onto the cook's bicycle. 
I had made a deal with the cook — he lent me his bicycle if I 
would come to his home or rather ‘his venue’ as he preferred 
to call it. And thus I entered the City of Yoga. The whole 
town was filled with the chanting of Om Om Om, mantras 
rose high into the sky and Shanti Shanti Shanti enveloped the 
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whole town. The most spectacular sights ever were about to 
present themselves to my most frazzled eyes. 

Following the cook’s instructions, I entered a small lane 
and came to a sudden stop. The lane was covered with 
blankets and mats and about thirty men and women were 
ready to begin. The hotel cook waved with a big grin and a 
touch of pride, shouting from the far end of the lane, "Sorry, 
no space." He was right, nothing and no one would be able 
to squeeze into this yoga lane. As the class began, I picked 
up the bicycle and continued my Journey of discovery. 


At some places I was cordially invited to join, "Uncle ji, 
come, there is some space here. We can give you a blanket 
to practise on." At other places a "Sorry Sir, really not an 
inch left," greeted me with a mixture of satisfaction and 
regret. My friend with the rickshaw had parked in front of 
a small patch of grass. His daughter was perched high on 
the rickshaw and about ten of his colleagues were practising 
yoga in front on a small towel. He beamed for he too had 
organized a venue, a teacher and a yoga class on this day. 

Every nook and corner of Munger had become a yoga 
class: living rooms, corridors, courtyards and rooftops, lanes 
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and even footpaths, every patch of grass was covered with a 
sheet or blanket, every hall burst its seams. Yes, in Munger 
yoga was practised between washing blowing gently in the 
wind, between chairs and tables, pots and pans, in front of 
shops and behind rows of cars parked lazily this Tuesday 
morning. The town had come to a standstill to practise yoga. 
Aunties and uncles were stretching and bending, 
moaning and groaning as they did what they could, as they 
were guided and gently goaded to move and breathe in 
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the right manner. They were thrilled with the discovery of 
this day. Fathers, mothers, neighbours, friends were eager 
students to their young teachers who sat unperturbed 
wherever they were placed delivering their instructions with 
clarity, ease and dignity. 

I slowly tired, not used to so much exercise: I mean 
the cycling and the watching of the innumerable yoga 
students. As I cycled back to the hotel images of last year's 
International Day of Yoga flashed before my eyes: The 
world had practised yoga in lush parks, under tall towers, on 
famous bridges and sandy beaches, in gigantic stadiums and 
enormous halls, on top of high mountains, in fancy squares 
and avenues, in hot deserts, wild forests and dark caves, on 
grass, snow and rocks, on land, water and in the air. You 
name it, yoga was there. The young and less young, the slim 
and the more tubby, the rich and the less so, the beautiful 
and very beautiful, those in good and less good condition, 
the hopeful, the faithful and the doubters, the happy and 
those seeking happiness - all had been doing yoga, in small 
numbers and large numbers, for one hour and under the 
greedy gaze of the world's cameras. 

A melodious sound brought me back to my reality in 
Munger. The air was filled again with Om Om Om and Shanti 
Shanti Shanti. I reached the hotel, as a line of relaxed, 
smiling and inspired students left. They had received more 
than just a stretch and a twist. They had received a program 
that would help them maintain physical health, give them 
strength to face the challenges of daily life, become happy 
and interact with each other with respect and kindness. 
The had received the tools to make yoga a lifestyle, a daily 
experience of balance and peace. They knew what to do for 
the coming year and were looking forward to doing as told 
by their little competent teachers, who were living examples 
of the beauty they taught. This morning, I witnessed the 
dawn of a new Munger, arisen from its slumber. The City 
of Yoga was not just a name, it was born to its mission and 
well alive. 
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Munger had celebrated the International Day of Yoga in 
its unique and yogic manner thanks to the inspiration and 
care of Swamiji. It had practised yoga quietly, with peace and 
joy. goodwill and laughter, and under the awkward gaze of a 
few mobile phones. The community had truly celebrated yoga, 
without pomp and fanfare but with sincerity and innocence. 
The people had allowed yoga to enter their homes and hearts. 

As the yoga students slowly and somewhat reluctantly 
left the hotel, a teacher's gathering seemed to congregate in 
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the lobby. Vidya's friends arrived bright eyed and thrilled. 
I joined them as they shared their tales, biscuits and soft 
drinks in the lobby. It surely had been an adventurous 
morning. There was the aunty who could not stand on her 
toes. Instead of sounding like humming bees the breathing 
of some enthusiastic men had sounded like airplanes. There 
was the aunty whose kurta ripped because she twisted too 
hard and the uncle who was huffing and puffing but finished 
the three rounds of surya namaskara. Some little children 
had to be told what was the right side and what was the left 
side before starting the practice. Some students could not 
believe that their teachers were children, but ended the class 
full of praise for those strict and sweet ambassadors of yoga. 
Pleading voices for more classes, more yoga were heard in 
every corner of the town. 

There in the lobby, I listened amazed and humbled by 
the tales of these BYMM children-cum-yoga teachers. It 
had been a superb morning! Not only had they learnt about 
themselves, their skills and talents, but they had also learnt 
a lot about yoga, what it does to people and why everyone 
likes it and feels good. 

I remembered Vidya's lecture last night, when she had 
told me of the twenty-year old history of the children's 
movement, their activities and the aims. There was a purpose 
behind it all for Swamiji had given a clear direction. The fun, 
laughter, the astounding self-confidence and competence 
of these children is just a by-product, a side effect, so to 
say. The real aims, as Vidya patiently explained to me were: 
positive samskaras, swavalamban, independence in thought 
and character, and rashtra sanskriti prem, love for what fills 
life with goodness, happiness and peace. The children were 
developing and expressing these aims. This morning they 
also inspired their students, regardless of age, caste and 
creed, to strive for these qualities. Vidya and her friends 
were living the vision Swamiji had for them. I was impressed. 
I told the children who were beaming at me, this stranger 
who had come to their small city for their big day. I happily 
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accepted the invitations for next year's Day of Yoga. I knew 
that there would be a space for me in many lanes, rooftops, 
classrooms and living rooms, and on a footpath. I bid 
farewell to this bubbly group of youngsters with a sincere and 
honest, fir milenge, see you soon. 


Back home 


The trip back to Patna was uneventful. I dozed most of the 
time, yet pictures of children, aunties and uncles, faces of 
laughter, smiles and silent fulfilment kept coming again 
and again to the sound of Om and“. . . inhale centre one, 
exhale to the right one." Once I reached home in the late 
afternoon, I settled in the garden with my cup of tea. Then 
I set up my laptop and started to write: 


On 21st June, the Bihar School of Yoga, Munger, Bihar, India, 
conducted a program from 6 to 7.30 am at Paduka Darshan 
on the occasion of the second International Day of Yoga. 
More than 500 participants attended and were guided through 
practices of asana, pranayama, relaxation, concentration and 
a meditation on yama and niyama. In Munger, the 'City of 
Yoga', similar programs were conducted by the Bal Yoga 
Mitra Mandal, the Yuva Yoga Mitra Mandal and the Ramayan 
Mandali at over 120 venues, in which more than 8,000 people 
participated. More than 10,000 people in over 2000 private 
homes followed the prescribed program on their own as well. 


That will do. With two or three pictures, it will be one among 
many Yoga-Day stories. This chapter is closed now, but there 
are many more waiting to be written, for these programs 
represent an evolving vision of yoga, and each year some 
new, pertinent aspect of yoga will be highlighted. I better 
look ahead and into pamphlets, the BSY website and my 
personal calendar. Which training, course or event to sign 
up for? All I know, I will be back, sooner than later. With 
joyful anticipation and from the depth of my heart I whisper: 
“Thank you, Swamiji.” 
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Available Satyam Tales Titles 


1. Diggaja 2. Mystics from Moon 3. The Daredevil Dolphin 4. Lessons for Life 
From elephant to super-elephant A journey through space Making a leap of faith A disciple's ongoing journey 


5. Great Escapes 6. Humans and Superhumans 7. The Ancient Astra 8. Grandpa's Memories 
Memoirs of a guardian angel The touch of grace An invocation and a resurrection About the man who never slept 


9. Divine Play 11. The Yogi and the Maya 12. Om Niranjan 
A loving connection with the celestials A precious bequest Renewing an ancient bond Realizing godhead in guru 


Spike the Izlog 
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13. Dhoom-Dhaam 15. Spike the Hedgehog 16. The Crew 
Program, download and print The play of Kamala and Kali And his open-heart surgery For the welfare and happiness of many 
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17. An aim, an ity, a ness 18. Destiny’s Child 19. My Friend Namrata 20. A Ray of Joy 
and a ment When guru becomes the guide Not just a blade of grass That lit up the earth and sky 
Watchwords that spell success 
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